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Minnie Odoroff would lift the lid
of the little leather box,
Minnie with cat-eye glasses
and raven-black hair,
and tuck the bills that my mother,
with anemone fingertips, had slipped her, 
into the box.
She’d shut it with a soft hush,
and hand my mother a carton.
And my mother’d open the gauze-gray lid
and gaze at the russet eggs,
which she had to have, for only these
made her blue-green eyes 
glow like opals.
White would not.
That’s why we went to the shack
where Minnie sold eggs, 
farm fresh, and I, 
as high as the desk,
would watch in awe
the solemn rite.
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